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Khan nearly stuck in the middle, at the cross-bar, and
reached terra firma in a state of great agitation. Among
the people who carried our things, there was the comely
wife of a zemindar, who came with us for a curious
reason. Two of her servants had been detailed off to
take part in the carriage of our effects, and it occurred
to this buxom dame that it would not do to let her
servants go and receive money on their own account;
so she came also, and carried a mere nominal burden,
having been over with us at Shipki. A sentimental
and perfectly virtuous friendship had sprung up between
this lady and my Afghan cook ; and Chota Khan's ad-
miration of her reached the culminating point when he
saw his fat friend cross and recross the jhula without the
least hesitation or trepidation. All our baggage got
across safely, which cannot be calculated upon at this
particular bridge, and nobody fell through, though such
a result did not appear at all unlikely from the rotten
state of the birch, ropes. I have gone over worse jhulas
than this; but it was my first, and impressed me with
a feeling that the fewer we met with on our way the
better.

Any bridge, however, and even the hair-like bridge
of Chinavad itself,* with hell flaming beneath, would
have been welcome to me at this time, so long as it
took me across the Sutlej, and away from its furnace-
like valley. I experienced an intense feeling of relief
on finding that I had no more Sutlej, but only the long
line of the Western Himalaya before me. It may
appear very absurd to hate a river, and regard it as a
personal enemy and special agent of the powers of evil;
but that was the frame of mind into which J had got as
regards this stream. "Go to," I said, "you uneasy,
yellowish-white, foaming, thundering river. Go and

* The bridge over which, according to the Zoroastrians, souls destined
for heaven pass.